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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first time posting a fic guys so | feel a little nervous about it! Some feedback would be nice if you 
can :). Thanks and enjoy! 


(Its March 1987, and Megadeth is on a world tour as a headlining act in 
the UK. after the release of Peace Sells.but who's buying?) 


Ellefson's PONV: 

"Peace sells! THANK YOU VERY MUCH!" 

The last note to "Peace Sells" barely had a chance to linger in the air as Dave quickly bowed and ran off the 
stage. The crowd continued to cheer, so | gave them the sign of the horns, which only made them scream, and 


left the stage. Gar and Chris followed. 


| passed through the backstage crew, giving high-fives every once in awhile, and looked for Dave. He and | were 


rooming together in the hotel, and | wondered what his plans were. | put my bass in its case and threw on my 
black leather jacket, and | went outside to find Dave. | noticed that Gar and Chris had disappeared, most likely 
to get a Tix. 

When | went outside, | saw Dave leaning against Jay Jone's, our manager's, car. He had a cigarette dangling 
from his lips, and his hazel-colored eyes shone in the moonlight. His red curly hair moved slightly in the 
breeze, exposing his soft yet slightly agitated face. 

| always thought Dave was beautiful, even when | first met him. His fiery attitude always also kept me drawn 
to him, despite what people said. | knew that it was just his nature, and that he had been through a lot in his 


life. His instinct was to claim and protect, and | honestly found that attractive. 


Now, I'm not gay, but I've been having these feelings for Dave for a little while now. | don't even know what to 


call it.. 
"Junior!" 


| was quickly snatched back to Earth, out of my trance, all to find out that I've been standing in the middle of 


the sidewalk staring at Dave for the past two minutes. 

Dave looked at me with a knowing smirk and a raised eyebrow. 

"What are you staring at, Junior?" he continued. 

| didn't know what to say; my mouth just hung open and | started stuttering. 

‘I-um.." 

Great, now he'll really think lm an idiot: 

Dave chuckled. 

"Relax, kid. I'm just messin’ with ya" 

| blushed profusely, and decided it was probably a good idea to get out of the middle of the walkway. 


As | did, Dave seductively motioned for me to come over to him. Not on purpose, I'm sure. | know for a fact 


that Dave's not gay and most likely didn't have any feelings for me. 


"| was thinkin’ that we would all go to a little pub or somethin’ to cap off the evening. Fetch Gar and Chris to 


come too," he said. 


"They disappeared a little while ago. Probably to the nearest known red light district to get a fix," | replied with 


a laugh. 
"Those junkies, man, they're killin’ me." 
" Well, we're not too far off" 


Dave looked at me with a not-so-mock offended face. | looked at him in the eyes as if pleading for forgiveness, 


and he finally cracked a smile. 

"Whatever, kid. So | guess its just you and me" 

| felt my cheeks burn a little when he said that. | quickly shook it off, hoping he wouldn't notice. 
‘Lets go, son” 


He put his arm around my shoulder and we began to walk down the street. | was pretty sure my cheeks were 


a bright shade of crimson as they burned, and | felt butterflies erupt in my stomach. 

"But what about Jay? He has a car, dude," | said quickly. 

"Fuck it, Junior. I'd rather have some fresh air than be cramped in that piece of shit." 

We passed by an alley where two kids covered in acne were cooking crack. 

"Fresh air, indeed" 

Dave glanced over the kids and laughed at my remark. 

Oh, how | loved to make him laugh. 

Although, | would have rather been stuck close together in a car with Dave, feeling the heat from his body, 


looking into his deep green eyes, running my hands through his luscious, long strawberry-blonde hair, smelling 


his manly scent.. 

Shut up, David! Get a hold of yourself 

Which was actually the last thing | needed, as | noticed | was getting a little excited. 
Fuck, | thought. | hope Dave didn't notice. 

"Junior." 


Shit. 


"Yeah, Dave?" 

"You've been daydreaming a lot. What's goin’ on here?" 

Okay, not as bad as | thought, but still. 

‘Nothin’ man, just the excitement of the tour | quess..y'know?" | tried to play it off cool. 

At first, Dave didn't look like he was buying it, but then gave in once he looked me in the eyes. 

"Alright, but if there's anything you ever need to talk about, I'm right here, ‘kay?" he said, in a caring grunt. 
Dave had such a sweet heart underneath all of the machismo. Something else that really attracted me to him. 
Ugh, there go the butterflies again. Stop it. 

"Uh, yeah, Dave," | giggled nervously. 

He chuckled and ruffled his hands through my hair. 

“Alright, kid" 

Stupid butterflies and more blushing. 

Dave is never this affectionate. Is he just in a good mood from the show? 

I+ did go very well. Dave was especially phenomenal. He played his heart out like a complete beast, and when he 
sang, he gave special emphasis to each and every word. The crowd became completely enthused by his 
charisma and was rocking out. It was almost magical. 


But, on the other hand, could there be something else there? Did Dave secretly return these feelings? 


Shut up, David! You know damn well that he does not like men. And quit acting like a silly little schoolgirl around 
him. Oh well. 


We finally walked into this small inland British pub. "2 Minutes to Midnight" by Iron Maiden was playing, and 
there were a bunch of guys with Chuck Taylors and leather jackets. A few kids were under a table, high as 
fuck. Some chicks in heels and garters were walking around, being surrounded by idiots. Typical club scene, 


right? 


As | contemplated my surroundings, Dave was already at the bar downing a shot of vodka. 


Dear sweet Dave. 

| was pretty tired and, surprisingly, didn't feel like doing much drinking. 

| went over to the bar and took the stool next to Dave. He was already starting to get a little loose. 
"and fill the thing up this time, will ya?!" 

The bartender looked intimidated and ran over to fill up Dave's glass. 

With a grunt, Dave just snatched the bottle and started gulping it down. 

Good Lord. 

"Yo, Dave, chill a little man." | tried to throw in there. 

| knew what happened to Dave when he got drunk: he got angry. And anything that he saw as a threat would 
go down once he got to them. But, in the end, he would get hurt sometimes. And | didn't want to see that 
happen. 


Dave looked at me like he was in a daze, then smirked. 


"Oh, Junior! Chill, kid I'm just a man having a nice drink after a hard day's work," he said with hoarse laughter, 


and then he downed some more vodka. 
Oh boy. 
| got myself a beer, and then Dave patted me on the back. 


"Look at this fuckhead." | turned, and saw that he was pointing at the same jerk who fenced some of the gear 
Gar gave him to buy drugs and refused to return it. 


"Hey, home fuck!" Dave's voice bellowed through the bar. The fence walked up to him as if trying to hide 
intimidation Dave emptied the bottle to the last drop, but still held it in his hand. 


It was gonna be one of those nights. 
"Dave," | said, softly but sternly. 
| know he heard me, but he didn't turn around. 


"Well, I'm shocked to see that you're still on the streets," he continued. 


"And l'm shocked to see that you can still stand up straight," the idiot said. 
"Go home, no one wants you here." 
This was not going to be pretty. 


"I have fans that say different," Dave returned, getting more angry, “and | ain't goin’ nowhere until | get my 


shit back!" 


"Look man, what's done is done! You're not gettin’ shit back. And | didn't hear you complain when you were 


gettin’ fried off my stuff, ya drunk fuck." 

That did it. 

Dave smashed the bottle over the poor fool's head. 
"Dave!" | yelled. 


| immediately ran over to where he was and grabbed his shoulders. "Dude, chilll You don't have to do this, just 
let it go!" 


Dave was so far gone, l'm not even sure if he heard what | said. 


The guy stood up finally, his face red from pain and embarrassment and looked as if he was about to take a 
swing at Dave. | stood in front of him. 


"Don't even think about it! 
Dave was always protecting me, so now it was my turn. 

"What the fuck? You're gonna let your little minion fight for you?" he giggled 

Now | was pretty pissed 

"Look, you cheating cunt. You need to go, and get the fuck out of my face if you know what's good for you." 
‘Look princess, Id love to chat, but | need to speak with your pussy-ass boyfriend, he--" 

And that did it 

| knocked him into the wall 


"Save it, darling." 


He didn't move, but | noticed that the people around us were getting into it as well. 

| turned around to where Dave was. 

"See what you caused--?" 

| looked down to see Dave rolling around on the floor. I've never seen him look like this before. 

"C'mon, lets get out of here," | said. 

| put one of Dave's arms around my shoulder and held it, and put my arm around his waist to guide him. 


We slipped out of the back door quickly. Good thing we left when we did because that's when the cops showed 
up. 


Dave and | were staggeredly walking down a dark alley. When we were about to turn the corner, Dave stumbled 


over a brick and fell to his face. He began to laugh like it was the funniest thing in the world. 


As annoyed as | was, | couldn't leave him on his own. | helped him get back up on his feet so we could walk 


back to the hotel. 


"What part about this is funny, Dave? The part where you almost got knocked out by that jerk? Or when we 


could have been arrested? Or when you almost broke a leg just now?!" 

Dave just looked up at me, his eyes heavy, his face red and holding a calm drunken smile. 
"Ohh, c'mon Jun-ee-ah!" 

His words all slurred together as his breath reeked of the strong drink. 

"That was a good show back there--good show back there. Save it, darling! Hehehe!" 

He began to giggle like a two year old girl. 

Then, he suddenly, at the drop of a dime, looked angry. 


"Hey, this is not my fault! | didn't know that dumb fuck was gonna be there! Why does everyone always act 
like | look for trouble?!" 


| realized that he sounded a little hurt, even in his drunken state, and immediately felt guilty. 


‘lm sorry, Dave," | said almost in a whisper, and looked down, ashamed. 


Dave started smiling softly again, and he put his hand under my chin 

"Chin up, Jun-ee-ah!" he cooed. 

"Thank you for p-protecting me though, kiddo. It r-really means a lot. Hehe." 

He was so cute, even in his drunkenness. 

‘It was no big deal, Dave. Just returning the favor, y'know.. 

"But you don't get it Jun-ee-ah, no one ever protects me, no one s-shows that they care for me." 
He started to yawn and | knew he would be knocked out soon 

"But you do, kid..always there for me..always care." 

This was really warming my heart. 

Then he stopped talking. 

"Um..Dave?" 

"yez princess? Hehel" he giggled and | rolled my eyes, although | thought he was really cute. 

"But r-really J-Jun-ee-ah.I-I love you.kid..” 

"W-What?" 

| was shocked. 

So maybe he does feel the same way. 

No, never. He's just drunk 

| s-said | wav yooou J-Jun-ee-ah.." he said with a small smile, and then his eyes closed completely. 
Damn. 


| carried Dave the rest of the way until we got to the hotel. | glanced at a clock and saw that it was almost 4 


am. 


Damn. 


And we had a flight to catch in a few hours. 


When we arrived to our room, | laid Dave on his bed and took his shoes and jacket off. | put the covers over 


him and moved the hair off of his face. 


As | turned to leave for my room, | felt a hand grab mine. My heart started pounding, and | immediately 


turned around to see Dave looking up at me, still half asleep. 


"S-stay Jun-ee-ah," he said softly. | stared for a moment, slightly taken off guard, then realized that he 
wanted me to stay in his bed tonight. 


| walked around to the other side, took off my shoes and jacket, and crawled into the bed. 
| heard Dave giggle a little. 


As | laid down, | felt Dave's arm draw me in closer from behind me. | felt dozens of butterflies, and | froze in 


place. He giggled again, and he kissed my temple. 
"Goodnight Jun-ee-ah." 
And with that, he automatically drifted off to sleep. 


What the hell just happened? 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Here\'s Chapter 2 of I0 guys! Enjoy! 


Ellefson's PON. 

8 am, almost time for our flight, and | didn't sleep at all. 

Dave slept perfectly through the night but | couldn't. 

All| could do was stare at the man next to me, and replay all the events of the day through my mind. 


It's like as soon as | felt that | may have some feelings for Dave, all these things just began to happen and 


took me on an emotional roller coaster. 


| mean, I'm not gay, and | was raised to believe that it was wrong, initially. And Dave's not gay, he's a man's 


man..whatever. 


But that's the point. None of this makes any sense. | want to believe that Dave's drunkenness caused him to do 


what he did, and that the little bit of beer that | had was what was causing me to have these delusions. 

But were they delusions? Or were they legit? 

| didn't even know. 

With the past four hours that I've been laying here, it still wasn't enough time for me to think 

| sat up, and put my head in my hands. | had an awful headache. 

| moved off the bed swiftly yet quietly so as not to disturb Dave. 

On my way to the bathroom, | looked in the mirror. | looked as awful as | felt. My hair was a mess, my eyes 
were red and heavy with dark circles from the lack of sleep, | even looked a little pale yet dirty. And yes, | did 
feel grimy. 


| went to the bathroom, turned the hot water for the shower on, removed my clothes, and stepped in. | let 


the water rinse my warm honey-blonde hair and my entire body. 


While | was washing, all | could do was think of Dave.. 


"Junior, l'm not sure if you'll understand this, but | love you. More than anything in this world, babe" 

"| love you too, Dave" 

He ran a hand through my hair, and began to kiss me gently but passionately. 

We fell back in the bed with him on top of me. | put my hands in his hair, and moved it out of his face. 

He then removed my shirt quickly, and started leaving a trail of wet kisses down my neck, chest, stomach, and 
when he got to the band of my pants, he looked up at me. | gave him an approving nod, too out of breath for 


words. 


He pulled my pants and boxers all the way off. Then, he grabbed my engorged member, and began kissing it 
from base to tip. 


He took his hand and started massaging my balls. 


| moaned in complete pleasure as he licked me down around my entire circumference, then took me down his 


throat, inch by inch. My grip tightened on his hair. 
"Oh, fuck," | groaned. 


He pushed me in and out of his mouth, getting faster and faster, the friction between his lips and my member 


making me even more hot. 
"Oh..l'm gonna come!" 


Dave took one hand and pulled my head down so that | was looking straight at him. He wanted me to be looking 


at him as | called his name. 
"DAVE!" | screamed loudly, as Dave's mouth flooded with my seed. 


Dave then wrapped his body around mine and held me close. Then he grabbed my face and looked me in the 
eyes. 


"| love you baby." 
"| love you too." 


We kissed each other's lips softly.. 


Shiti 

How long have | been in this shower? 

Long enough to make myself hard, apparently. 

| quickly got out of the shower and wrapped a towel around my waist, as | forgot to bring my clothes in here. 
Great 


| quickly stepped out to my room where my suitcase was and threw on boxers, a pair of black jeans, a 


Megadeth t-shirt, and some Converse sneakers. 
| packed up all of my stuff, then went over to Dave's room to find him just getting up. 


He stretched and yawned, filling the whole room with a booming and animalistic noise. He wiped his eyes and 


scratched his head. He finally realized | was in the room. 
"Hey, Junior," he said with a small smile. 

"What are you doing dressed already?" 

"Um, we have a flight in an hour and a half." 

"Shit" 

Dave quickly stood up, then sat down, holding his head. 
"Oh, man, what happened last night? | feel awful." 


| just stared at him. So if he forgot about last night, maybe it all really didn't mean anything. | wasn't sure 
whether to feel relieved or disappointed, but it was really leaning towards the latter. 


"Um..we were at the pub..and you were really drunk and that idiot showed up and you tried to fight him, then | 
stepped in, and..and--", 


| don't know why | couldn't stop sounding like a blubbering idiot. 
Dave looked me in the face with a huge grin. 


"Haha, way to go Junior! Did ya win?" 


"Well, | don't expect to see him anytime soon." 

| trailed off then giggled nervously. 

Dave ruffled my hair. 

"Ugh, well, now we're gonna be late if | don't move my ass." 

He pulled off his pants and started to look for something to wear. "Help me out, will ya?" he said, 
| could tell he was about to get agitated. Dave liked to be timely. 

| brought him a pair of jeans as he pulled on a Peace Sells.but who's buying? shirt. 

"Thanks, Junior." 

| looked at his chest as he pulled his shirt down. It was so strong, with hair but not too much. 
Then as he pulled on his jeans, | stared at his long legs, so beautiful, and his jeans covered his ass perfectly.. 
Ugh, Davidl 

Since when did you even notice these things about him? 

| shook my head, and turned to leave. So, it was true. | had a crush on Dave Mustaine. 

"Hey, Junior.” | turned. 

"Want some breakfast or something?" he asked as he tied his shoelaces. 

"Uh..no, I'm just gonna go to the lobby and grab a coffee." | said. 


Dave just looked at me, almost with a confused face. | left the room with my stuff and went down to the 


lobby. | saw the rest of our crew there, and Gar and Chris were sitting on a sofa. 
"Look's like David's here, now we're just waiting for Dave!" said a roadie. 

| went over to Gar and Chris. 

"Dudes, when did you guys decide to show up?" | said with a laugh. 


"Got some good stuff," said Gar. 


"Really good stuff" 
"Yeah, well | hope you still have half a set for the next gig" 

Gar just stared at me. 

Oh, Gar. 

| walked over to the coffee stand, and got myself a cup of coffee. 

| sat down and drank, trying to thirk of our next performance, rather than daydream about Dave. 

| sang the bass line to the intro of "Devil's Island’ to myself, and then | saw Dave rushing down the hall 
"About bloody time," joked Jay. 

Dave glared at him, then out of the corner of my eye | saw him making his way over. 

No, no, please don't, | thought 

Too late 

He sat down next to me, shaking his head at Gar and Chris. 

"Welcome back, sweethearts," he mocked them with an annoyed tone. 

They just giggled 

"You won't be so pissed once you see what we got," said Chris. 

Oh Lord 


| got up from the chair and went towards the door. | didn't want to be cold to him, but | really could not be 


near him and feel comfortable. 

| automatically felt bad, but | just.couldn't. 

| gave my stuff to the roadie. 

“Take care of this. I'm gonna walk to the airport." 


"Are you sure you don't want to ride in--" 


"Please. | need the walk" 

And with that, | left. 

As soon as | got down about a block, | heard someone call me. 

"Junior!" 

Goddamn. 

| looked up to the sky and mouthed "why?". 

| stopped and turned to see Dave catching up to me. 

"Damn, you walk fast, kid. Where are you going? We're about to leave in the car." 
"| needed the air. I'll just walk to the airport." 

"But that's a pretty decent walk, man 

"Its only a couple of blocks. l'll be fine.” 

| turned and continued to walk, leaving Dave standing there. Ugh, | felt terrible. 
"Junior." 

Why? 

Dave caught up with me and started walking next to me. 

"What's wrong, man? You're not yourself. Haven't been since yesterday." 

| was afraid of him putting two and two together. He softly punched my arm. 
"Hey, did something happen last night that you're not tellin’ me? What'd | miss?" 
He looked so concerned. 

| couldn't tell him though. 


No way. 


"Nothing. l'm fine, man." 

"| ain't stupid, Junior." 

My heart was pounding and my palms were sweaty. Oh c'mon, not now. 

"Well, nothing in particular happened.just..tired, | guess," | lied. 

"Junior. Look at me." 

He held my shoulders and looked me in the eyes. My mouth went dry and my stomach started hurting. 
Why did this man make me so nervous? 


"David Ellefson, it's no use hiding anything from me. l'm gonna be here for the long haul. Not only are we band 


mates, but we're friends, brothers, more than | can describe." 

lm pretty sure he had no idea what came to my mind when he said that. 

"The fact is that we're all each other's got, and | feel like you're shutting me out." 

Oh no. 

| knew Dave was sensitive. 

| automatically felt like a ton of bricks covered my head. 

If someone did something to hurt you or if | did something to hurt you, you need to fuckin’ say it! | don't 
want you to be hurt, and it would crush me to see you hurt. You understand? | care about you, Junior. A lot, 
| just-—" 

| turned to him. 

He looked at me, then pulled me in for an unexpected hug, pulling me in close and tight. 

"Just never forget that," he finished. 

| won't," | said, trying to let my hair cover the redness of my cheeks. 


My body shook with nervousness, and he tightened his grip. 


We were in that position for what seemed like forever, with his strong arms holding me, protecting me, never 


letting me go. 


It was just perfect 
He finally let go and held my face 

"| love you, Dave" 

Damn it! Did | really just say that out loud?! 


"Haha, love ya too, Junior! Now let's hurry before we miss this flight. And let's see if we even beat the 


others, yeah?" he said grinning. 
"Haha, um, yeah.." 
We practically ran the rest of the way to the airport. 


Gosh, this just wasn't going to get any easier for me, was it? 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
This is the first chapter from Dave\'s perspective. It\'s a short one too.. Enjoy! :) 


Mustaine's POV: 
We were all trying to board the plane, and the fucking security guy was being a pain in the ass about passes. 
We were due to the next gig in Ireland soon, and this idiot was bitching about a piece of paper! 


He was really pissing me off, and before | could clobber the dude, Junior came up behind me, grabbed my arm, 


and spoke softly to him. 

Junior and his reasoning. 

Its not that | can't reason, it's just that | lose my patience with some people. 
A lot of people. 

Okay, nearly everyone. 

Except Junior. 


Not to say that we've never had a brotherly brawl, but we always come to terms and laugh it off and hug 


and forgive. 

It's great. 

He's like the little brother I've never had. 

He's the only one that | can be patient with, as he's the only one patient with me. 

We've been living together for awhile now, and as roommates, we've learned a lot about each other. 
| feel like he's the only person who cares about me, other than my mom, who | hardly get to see. 


In this life, it's nice to have someone who cares and who you can hang out with. And that's what | have with 


Junior. We can talk about anything and | trust him completely. 


But lately I've been feeling kind of strange about this. 


| feel like Junior doesn't trust me anymore or something. | can hardly get the kid to look me straight in the 
eye, let alone talk to me. | don't know what happened. 


It's scaring me a litle. 
Did | do something wrong? 


| mean, | always manage to fuck things up and say things | don't mean and..well, fuck. | didn't do anything. Junior 


needs to come correct. I'm tired of being the villain. 


There you go again, Dave. Getting angry. I'm trying to be chill about this. But its pissing me off that | don't 
know what's wrong with this kid 


| need to find out. 
We finally got in the airplane with all of our gear. 


| sat next to Junior in the window seat, and Gar and Chris sat behind us, high as fuck, giggling about nothing. 
Their stupid childishness was beginning to annoy my ears. 


"Dudes, chill with the noise, yeah?" | said, but to no avail. The giggling increased. 

| hung my head and grunted. 

“Stupid fucks." 

Junior laughed quietly. 

Music to my ears..wow, did | really just say that? 

As we were about to take off, | noticed Junior getting a little shaky. 

Poor kid. 

Young Minnesota farm boy taking on the rock lifestyle; it was probably a big jump for him. 
| admired him for that. 

| put my hand on top of his. 


"Its alright, kid. | gottchu covered," | told him. 


He looked up at me with those soft doe eyes of his, then quickly looked down. His face was red and he took a 
deep breath, and his hand was shaking a little. 


"T-Thanks, Dave," he answered, with a nervous giggle. 

Why was he so nervous? Was he gonna be sick? 

"Hey, you know they got barf bags overhead, Junior. | don't need you gettin’ sick all over me." 
| wanted to make him laugh. 

He giggled. | ruffled his honey blonde hair. 

| always thought that Junior was cute, I'm not gonna lie. 


He's got that soft baby skin, and sweet eyes that could make me fall for anything. There was something about 


them that | couldn't resist. Junior just had such an innocent look to him that.. 

Oh, shit. What am | saying? 

lm not gay. But that didn't change how | felt about Junior. 

| put my arm around his shoulders. 

"Relax, kid, it's all good." 

He seemed more nervous as he shook a little and his face turned more red. 

This flight must be killing him. 

He was still a lot quieter than usual, and that was killing me. | tried to talk to get him going. 


"Y'know Junior, | bet there's gonna be a bunch of Irish girls that are gonna try to hop on you once they get a 
taste of your--" 


| turned to see Junior sleeping quietly like an angel, with his head resting on my shoulder. 
He looked like a baby Jesus or some shit in one of those paintings. 


Cute kid 


Guess I'll have to find out later.. 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
Kinda short and fluffy..chapter four of ten! Enjoy :) 


Ellefson's PON.: 

We were due to go on stage in about 20 minutes. 

| could already hear the crowd and could tell that they were really excited. | mean, there was us and Alice 
Cooper. If | got to see two of my favorite bands in one night when | was a kid, God knows | would have been 
bouncing off the walls. 

| was trying my best to avoid Dave since our flight. | was so nervous. Some of it was because of the plane and 
all, but | was really feeling funny because of Dave. But in the end, his strong arm wrapped around me helped 
me to calm down and | fell asleep. 

He probably thought | was the biggest idiot ever. But what else is new? 

| took a look in the mirror and fixed my hair a little. Gotta look good for the show. 

| sat in a chair in the corner to make sure my bass was tuned correctly. 

Gar and Chris, who had disappeared awhile ago, finally showed up. They looked completely stoned. | had gotten 
my share awhile ago, but these two just didn't know how to get buzzed without it completely interfering with 
our work. 

"Hey, Gar, where are your sticks?" | asked jokingly. 

Apparently, it wasn't much of a joke. 

Gar stared at me like a deer stuck in headlights, then gestured for me to be quiet. 

"Gar..." 

Before | could say much of anything, an angry Dave jumped out of the dressing room. 


"Gar, what's this | hear about you not having sticks?" he bellowed. 


"Relax, man, | saved you some, too," Gar replied, looking like a child who got caught stealing a cookie from the 


cookie jar. 

"Dude, we don't have time for this shit; we're about to go on in like I5 minutes! Are you kidding." 

He was about to go on his little rant. Dave always got pre-stage jitters and agitation, and Gar setting him off 
right now wasn't a good sign. Then Chris jumped in and started defending Gar. Good Lord. It escalated to Dave 
yelling some obscenities and storming off to the dressing room. 

| decided to look after him, just to see if he was okay. The door was slightly cracked. 

| looked and saw Dave sitting in a chair with his head in his hands, mumbling to himself. 

He just needed to relax. 

| knocked softly. 

"Hey, Dave," | nearly whispered. 

Dave replied with a grunt, which could have been anything from "Hey Junior" to "Fuck off". 

| walked in and knelt beside him. Somehow, whenever | was doing something to help him, | didn't feel nervous. 
‘Its gonna be okay, man. We got a tech that has a little extra gear, so that's already covered." 

I'm such a loser, Junior," Dave said angrily, yet softly. 

"Always have been. And no matter how hard | try to make something of myself, it always fucks up." 

Whoa. 


| was not expecting him to spill out his insecurities right now. 


He's done it plenty of times before, a lot of times at night when it's just us. But never when he's this angry 
or when we're about to hit the stage. 


"Dave, what are you talking about? You have never been a loser in your life," | began, placing a hand on top of 


his. 


"You've been practically living on your own since you were |5, and got through a rough childhood with a good 
head on your shoulders. And so what if you feel that Metallica's making you out to be a loser? Did they get 
kicked out of a band and still have the drive to start their own? No. | don't know anyone else who can on the 
spot be the lead singer and rhythm guitarist and be as great as you are, Dave." 


| paused so that we could hear the cheers of the crowd. 

"And they don't cheer for losers. This band doesn’t think you're a loser. And neither do |." 
Dave just looked at me straight in the eyes with an almost childish grin 

Gosh, he was cute. 

Then, there was a knock at the door. 

"You guys, let's move! You've got less than 5 minutes!" 

The voice moved on. 

Dave quickly grabbed my face, then gave me a soft, long kiss on the cheek. 

He stopped abruptly and looked at me directly in the eyes. 

"Thank you," he said, then got up and nearly ran out the door. 

After the butterflies in my stomach subsided, | left the room. 

Everyone was in their places, and like | said, the tech got Gar some sticks. 

The announcer was in the stage and introducing us, and | could already feel the energy. 
Dave was a bit antsy, pacing the floor, fiddling with his guitar, running his hands through his hair. 
He was beautiful, truly, just- oh, stop it, David. 

| decided to make sure that | was on the opposite side of the stage tonight. 

"lose your mind for MEGADETH" 


The crowd screamed, the lights shone bright, and we opened the night banging out to "Wake Up Dead". 
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"Ireland! Good night!" 

Dave bowed and ran off the stage. 

Gar and Chris were all giggly and they shot the audience the finger, increasing their rowdiness. 

| threw a pick into the crowd and laughed as a bunch of kids charged after it. | waved and ran off the stage. 
| just wanted some air, and | needed to avoid Dave at all costs. 


| felt that sooner or later he would figure it out. Dave's very perceptive and smart; give him a clue, and he'd 


jump all over it. | couldn't risk him finding out, and it ruining our friendship, and even ruin the band. 
| packed my bass up and threw on my leather jacket and tried to slip out the door. 

Then Chris held onto my arm. 

"Hey, dooood," his speech slurred, already. 

"Where ya runnin’ off to? Don't ya wanna have s-some fuuun?" 

He then fell right on his ass and started cracking up. " 

Dude, you need to chill," | said, rolling my eyes. 


He just giggled some more. | quickly stepped out the door, walking down the street, the night breeze cooling my 
face and blowing my hair. 


At least | avoided Dave. 


For now. 


| took a cigarette out of the box in my pocket and lit it. | put it to my lips, and watched the orange glow of 


embers dance as it burned. 


It made me think of Dave some more, who | was trying to forget. His red hair and his fiery attitude were just 


so appealing to me. 
He always was doing something; he was untamed. Hot and wild, yet so warm and beautiful. 
Oh, what the hell am | saying? | sound like a little girl with a crush. 


| sighed and took another drag of my cigarette. | don't know how long I've been walking, but it seems like 


forever. 
Apparently, it wasn't too long. 
"Hey, Junior! Wait up, kid!" 


Are you kidding me right now? Still walking, | whipped my head around to see Dave running to catch up with 
me, shirtless and with his red mane shaking behind him. 


Damn, could | please go back to the days when | did not scope out the man's body? Or any man's body for 
that matter? 


Dave grabbed my shoulder when he finally caught up to me. 

"Hell, man, you couldn't wait for two seconds?" Dave said, catching his breath. 

"Sorry," | mumbled. 

His face changed from fatigued to annoyed to confused, then, finally, a smile. 

That adorable smile..shut up, man. 

| looked at the ground as we walked to avoid eye contact. 

"Hey man, what's up? You can't hang out with us anymore?" he asked, half joking, half serious. 
| didn't mean to offend him, but being around him was driving me crazy. 

"l-I just wanted to be alone," | stuttered. 


| can't remember you ever wanting to be alone this much. In fact, no one ever wants to be alone this much 


unless something's wrong. So what's wrong, Junior? C'mon, talk to me." 


| was so tempted to just pull him close to me and say it just then, but | couldn't. 
Goddamn it. 

"Nothing's wrong, Dave. | just..l-l have a lot on my mind right now." 

Dave's face looked even more concerned, which meant more questions. 

Great. 


He was just gonna pull it out of me tonight. Not that you would mind that either, would you?.. Stop with the 
dirty thoughts! 


"Junior. Damn fucker, look at mel" 


He stopped me mid-step, whipped me around so that | was facing him, grabbed my face and looked into my 
eyes. 


Those eyes. 

| felt my stomach erupt with butterflies and the sweat build up on my forehead. 

"Look, Junior, | don't know what's going on between us, but its driving me fucking crazy. | always felt that 
we've been close, that we could tell each other anything, that we could trust each other. But something's 
changed between us, and | don't know what the fuck it is. | feel like you don't trust me anymore, man. You 
hardly look at me, you barely talk to me, and its scaring the shit out of me. Are you sick or something? You 
haven't been looking good. Did | do something wrong? | know | always fuck everything up, even when | try to do 
something right. Is it the band, Junior? Do you wanna leave the band? You know l'm really trying, Junior. | may 
not be as good as..." 

He just kept going and | felt terrible. 

Dave, oh, Dave. 

| should have known his sensitivity would come into play. 

He was blaming himself again, and | could hear all of his hurt and insecurities under his angry ranting. 


| had to reassure him. 


"| may not be as good as Metallica or some of these other fuckers, but | work my ass off and |--" 


"Dave! Listen to me. You didn't do anything. And as for the band, I'm not leaving. And you don't need to 
compare yourself to these other people, Dave. You're so talented, and yes, you've worked extremely hard, and 
it's all paying off, trust me!" 

"That doesn't answer my question, Junior!" 


"What question? That was like IO minutes ago before you started going off about all this shit!" 


| wanted to take that back as quickly as | said it when | saw the hurt in Dave's face. All of the things he said 
really reflected the sincerity of his heart. 


"Dave, I-I'm sorry.| didn't mean that" 
There was an awkward silence. 


"Could you please just tell me what's wrong, Junior?" he asked, running a hand through my hair, exposing the 


redness of my cheeks. 

Why was | so sensitive to his touch? 

"| just want my old Junior back. My little brother; my good friend." 
‘Maybe | want to be more than your friend" 

Shit. 

"W-What?" 

Stop while you're ahead, Junior. 

"l said maybe | want to be more than just your friend" 
What are you doing?! 

"J-Junior.." 

"Dave..." 


Our faces were less than an inch apart, and | had to close the gap. | held his face and placed my lips on his 


gently. 


Dave was still at first, but | felt him kiss back slightly before he slowly pulled away. 


He looked at me with the most confused face ever. 
Fuck. 

"Dave..l-l.." 

| couldn't take it. 


Tears started streaming down my face and | ran away, leaving Dave standing there, mouth agape, staring at 


me. 


| have officially made a fool of myself. 
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| was completely taken off guard. 

Junior loves me? 

| mean, | always knew that he cared about me, as | cared about him. 

And sure, we loved each other like brothers. But loves me? | wasn't expecting that. 
So that's why he's been acting strange lately. 


| know that I'm quite the charmer. I've been able to get all types of girls in bed with me before, calling my 


name, fussing over me. 

Poor Junior. All those tortured days and nights he's been around me and couldn't say a thing. 

Its funny. Any girl I've ever been with has always wanted something from me. Chicks would tap a piece of my 
ass for drugs and shit like that, or just so they can say they slept with a guitarist. | never thought much 
about those girls. I'd be shocked if | could remember half of their names. 

Now, someone who really loves me, unconditionally, is a guy. And my good friend. 

I've always thought Junior was cute. Actually, he's quite adorable. And lately I've actually been noticing it a lot 
more. Maybe we're really so connected that we started feeling the same way at the same time. No, this isn't 


fuckin' sci-fi. 


The way he's been nervous around me and avoiding me lately..maybe he was scared of what my reaction would 


have been. 
l'm not gay, and as far as | know, Junior's not gay. 
But something's changed. When Junior said he wanted to be more than friends, it was like someone pulled the 


scales off of my eyes. And when he kissed me, it only enlightened me more. | saw Junior differently, and my 


feelings changed. | had a swarm of butterflies in my stomach when his lips touched mine. 


It was different from how I've ever felt from being kissed by a girl. 
At first, | wanted to push him off, and say, "Dude, what the hell?!" 


But | didn't, because as quickly as that thought came into my head, it was washed away by the euphoria of 


the moment: 
| didnt get pissed 

But he still ran away. 

And was he crying? What the hell? 


It broke my heart to see him so upset. He was so tender and innocent, | just wanted to grab him, hold him 


tight, and tell him everything was gonna be okay. 
Whoa, whoa, is this even me talking? God, | need a drink. 
"Young man" 


| wonder how long this older guy had been standing here. I've been standing in the same spot that Junior left 


me in. 
"Are you alright?" he continued. 

"l-uh." 

"Here. You look like you need it more than | do." 

The man handed me a joint. | guess it would have to do. He lit it for me before he walked away. 
"Thanks." | said after him. 

| guess | must have been standing here a little too long. 

| started to walk towards the hotel. | just wanted to have some beer and crash. 

| knew | would have to face Junior eventually. Maybe tonight | would actually try. 


When | finally got to our room, | threw my stuff on the floor, grabbed a beer, and sat on the bed | saw 


Junior's stuff sitting in the corner of the room, but he was nowhere around. 


Maybe | should try to stay up for him. | sat up, drinking my beer, thinking about Junior and where the hell he 


could be. 

| looked at the clock on the nightstand. 
It was 2:30 am. 

Well, fuck, I'll try to stay up for him. 
But he never came. 

| saw the sun peeping out. 

7:03 am. 

And | hadn't slept all night. 

Where could he be? 

Should | go look for him? 

Shit, | don't know my way around this city. 
And neither does Junior. 

So then where could he be? 

9:27 am. 


Now | was fucking pissed. This was crazy. | was tired as fuck and--enough about me, where the hell was 


Junior? 
This was scaring the shit out of me. 


What if he got kidnapped or someone beat him up and he's hurt or worse in a dark alley because | wasn't 
there to protect him? 


Fuck, then it would be all of my fault, all because | didn't want to get up and find him. 
Selfish fuck. 


I'm such an idiot. 


| felt a tear trickle down my face. 

What the fuck? 

Before | got the chance to understand that, the door slowly opened. 

| stood up, feeling a little dizzy from the lack of sleep and the lingering effect of the alcohol. 
Junior stumbled in. 

| was pissed. 

"Where the fuck have you been?" | seethed. 

Junior shook and barely looked up at me. 


‘Ive been waiting up all night for your trifling ass! You just up and ran off without saying anything! Now where 
the fuck have you been?!" 


He continued to shake and his head dropped. 

How dare he not answer my question? 

"How dare you not--?" 

It was at that moment that | realized how terrible he looked. 


He was soaked to the skin, and his face was completely red. His eyes were also red and puffy. His hair was 
drenched. The kid looked like he was about to fall over any minute now. 


And sure enough, he did. 

| ran over to where he was. 

Stupid idiot, | thought to myself. 

Why did you yell at him like that? 

| knelt down beside him and shook him a little. 
"Junior?" | croaked. 


No response. 


"Junior, please. Junior?" 
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My eyes slowly opened and | stared up at the ceiling 

When did | get into bed? 

| tried to sit up, but then | quickly laid back down 

| was seeing stars, had a massive headache, and was shivering and sweating all at the same time. 
| then had a coughing attack 

| felt like | was dying, 

Suddenly, Dave walked in 


He had some things in his hand, but threw them down and rushed over to me. He sat on the bed beside me, 


moved my hair out of my face, and placed a hand on my forehead 
"Shh, hey kid, you okay?" he asked softly 

Now | am, | thought 

Maybe. 

| just groaned 

"Ill be right back," he said 

He quickly left and then came back with some more things 

He sat down again and held out a thermometer. Where'd he get that? 


"Open your mouth, Junior,” Dave said softly. 


| quickly dismissed any dirty thoughts and did what he said. 
Dave touched my face softly as he waited. He then took the thermometer and read it with a face of horror. 


"Looks like you've got a fever, kid," he said. Then he slapped a cold compress on my head. | could tell that he 
was really trying to be gentle. 


He then pulled out a bottle of medicine and a spoon "I got a little something for your.." He looked lost. 
| laughed to myself. "Symptoms?" | finished, barely able to speak. 

"Whatever, Junior." 

He poured some medicine into the spoon and fed it to me. 

"Looks like you won't be going anywhere today." 

Uh-oh. 

"B-But what about the show?" | asked. 

It hurt so much to speak. 

Dave looked at me with a sweet, reassuring smile and softly touched my cheek 


"Don't worry about that, Junior. I'll take care of it. You just lay there and rest. Try to get some sleep. And if 
you need anything, I'll be here...” 


| dozed off after those words. The medicine must have started kicking in already.. 


"Come back here, pussy!" | was running, running so fast that | thought | was lying 
| was being chased by these guys that | didn't even know. 

As | was running, | saw faces of people on my sides that | recognized 

"Help me!" | yelled. 

But they turned away from me, shaking their heads in disappointment 


| saw two people that looked like my parents. 


"Mom, Dad! Save me!" 

But they held onto each other and turned their backs to me, as if they were ashamed. 

"Don't run from us, faggot!" the voices yelled 

"He'll never love you, you piece of shit!" 

| continued to run and tears trickled down my face. 

There was a fork in the road: one end continued the trail, and the other was the edge of a cliff 
"Stupid fag!" the voices called 

| closed my eyes and ran off the edge to end the torment. 


"IIl be here.." a soft voice said.. 


| woke up shaking, sweating, and crying. 

Dave grabbed my shoulders. Was he here the whole time? 
"Junior? Junior! Shh, relax kid, look at me." 

He held me close in his arms. 

‘It's okay. It was just a dream. I'm right here," he said, rocking me back and forth. 
| started to relax. 

Why was Dave being so nice to me? | thought he'd be angry.. 
"You wanna talk about it?" Dave asked. 

| couldn't. 

If he didn't flip out before, then this would surely set him off. 
"N-no Dave. M-maybe later..." 


Dave smiled and ruffled my hair. 


"Ill be right back, hon" 

Hon? 

Gosh, he was killing me with the pet names. 

He ran out, then came back with a tray that had water, tea, soup, crackers, medicine, and tissues on it. 
"This might make you feel better," he said. 

And then he began to feed me. 

Feed me? 

| know Dave is not the monster that people make him out to be at all 

But this? 

The way he's been acting lately was almost completely uncharacteristic of him. 

But | was loving the attention. Not gonna lie. 

When | ate everything and took my medicine, Dave put the tray down and tucked me in. 

Then, he went to the other side of the bed and crawled in next to me. What the-? 

"Um, Dave? What if you get sick too? And what if--?" 

Dave placed a finger on my lips and shushed me. 

"This time, if someone fucks with you in your dream, I'll be there to protect you," he said grinning. 
Oh Lord, Dave's smile would be the death of me. 

| giggled nervously, blushing terribly. 

Dave then cuddled me in his arms. 

My heart began to pound, and Dave chuckled. 


Then | drifted off to sleep. 


| awoke again facing the ceiling, and | began to think 

Why was Dave being so rice to me? 

Did he return the same feelings that | had and just didn't say it yet? 
Did he just like the attention? 

Was he leading me on? 

Didn't he yell at me before? 

Why isn't he pissed? 


All of these thoughts ran through my mind. | was laying there thinking for a good 20 minutes, then | finally 


turned on my side. | saw Dave's eyes staring right at me. | gasped in surprise and he smiled. 
"Dave, what the-? How long have you been awake?" 

He chuckled. 

| never slept," he replied 

"I just stayed to check on you." 

| could feel the heat build up in my cheeks. 

Not again. 


"Plus, | love to watch you sleep. You look like one of those baby angels in one of those old paintings or 
somethin.” 


What? Was this Dave? 
"Um.thark you?" 

He laughed at my remark 

"Anyway, you feelin’ better kid? Yeah?" 
| actually was feeling a bit better. 


| nodded. 


"Good. You think you're good for playing tonight?" 
"Um, sure” 

"Alright, lemme tell Jay and the others. You get ready and meet us in the lobby with your stuff," he said 
He always took charge. 

"Yes, sir!" | teased 

Dave smirked and bolted out of the room. 

| jumped in the shower to wash away the sick, grimy feeling Ive had. 

As | washed, again all | could think about was Dave and how he seemed to act.differently 


He was being extra kind to me, even after he yelled before, and even then, it was only because he was scared 


for me. 
And he didn't get angry the night | kissed him. 
So maybe | had a chance? 


| was uncertain, but | was feeling slightly more confident than before. 
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The uncertainty that | was feeling only increased when | got to the lobby. 
Dave was practically avoiding me like the plague. 


| know that he's like that, always moving around, getting things done. The band was his life and he had to make 


sure that it was functioning the way he envisioned it. 

But this was excessive. 

Whenever | saw Dave or would look at him, he would run the other direction, avoiding eye contact. 
| felt tears build up in my eyes. 

Was he ashamed of me? 

Maybe all of that niceness really meant nothing.. 

Don't be a pussy, Junior. Don't let those tears fall 

| shook myself, then walked over to where Gar and Chris were with my stuff. 
"Hey, man! How ya feelin?" asked Chris. 

"Better, | guess," | replied, trying to put on a fake smile. 

I'm sure ya are, the way Dave fussed over you," Gar said chuckling. 

"What do you mean?" 


"Junior's sick, guys! Anyone have any medicine?! Help me! This is all my fault!" Chris mocked Dave, then him 


and Gar fell into hysterics. 


| tried to hide my blush, as the thought of Dave making a fuss over me made me have a warm feeling inside. 


"Oh, r-really?" 


"Haha, hell, the man wouldn't even let anyone in the room to see yal He was real pissy about it, too," said 


Chris. 
Gar concurred. 


"Yeah man, he was like, ‘No one touches him, no one sees him, l'm taking care of him. If anyone comes near 


him, | will see to it personally that their asses are kicked, understand?" Hehe!" 

They started giggling again. 

If they were picking up on it, then maybe it was true; maybe Dave really did have some feelings for me. 
"I think he wuuvs yooou, hehehe!" Chris giggled with his words slurred together, then Gar joined in. 
"Shut up," | snapped, and | moved to the corner to stand alone. 

They're just high, | thought. 

How could Dave ever like you? 

| felt a tear run down my face, and | quickly wiped it away. 

Why couldn't everything go back to normal? 

Why couldn't | just be friends with Dave and fall in love with a chick? 

Why did | have to fall in love with Dave? 

Wait.in love? 

Was | in love with Dave? 

These thoughts all swarmed my mind at once, and they were just so overbearing. 

More tears ran down my face. | tried to hide it by letting my hair cover my face and by looking down 
Then | noticed someone was staring at me. 


| slowly looked up and saw Dave staring at me in the opposite corner. 


When he saw me look, he quickly went out the door, and | heard him yell, "Let's move, people!" 
| wiped the tears from my face and made sure that | was the last person out the door. 
The ride to the stadium was no better. 


Dave was sitting with, and chatting up, a roadie, completely ignoring my presence. He was making him laugh and 


was acting so interested in everything he was saying, even all of the stupid things he was saying. 
| was completely jealous. 

How could he give this idiot he didn't even know all of this attention, and not me? 

| put a pair of shades on to hide my tears. Not that anyone would notice anyway; | sat alone. 
When we got to the stadium, | couldn't take it anymore. 

Now Dave was walking to a back room with some chick. 

| was done. 

| told our tech to watch my stuff, and | went on a walk to get to the closest bar | could find. 
| was angry. 

How could Dave just fuck with my feelings like that? 

Just go from acting like | mean something to him then go off with some chick? 

And l'm supposed to be okay with it? 


| let my anger become numbed by the sensational burn of Jack Daniels. The pleasure from the tingle in my 
throat distracted the ache in my heart. | was getting a headache, so | just put my head down on the counter. 


| must have dozed off, because my eyes opened to the bartender shaking me. 
"Boy, ya can't stay here and sleep. I've got a business to run" 

| looked outside and saw that it was getting dark. 

Shit. 


| missed the sound check. 


| paid the man and ran out to get to the stadium. 
As soon as | got to our dressing room, | glanced in the mirror, then went to unpack my bass. 
| sat in a room, across from the one Chris and Gar were in, and started tuning my bass. 


Everything seemed relatively quiet, other than the voices of the audience and the occasional giggle from Gar 


and Chris. 

Then, Dave stormed in the room. 

When he spotted me, his eyes went wide. He slowly and menacingly walked over. 

"Where the fuck have you been, Junior?" He spat my name like he tasted venom in his mouth. 

| knew he was pissed. But so was l. 

"Out," | said quickly. 

"You missed the sound check, you left without saying anything, and all you can say is ‘out?" 

He mocked my words like | was the biggest idiot ever. 

"Your first responsibility is this band Get your shit together, Junior.” 

There was an awkward pause and Dave just stood there, arms crossed, eyes looking down on me. 

| knew he wanted an apology. 

But | wasn't going to give him what he wanted. 

"Whatever," | nearly mumbled. 

Dave looked like he was taken by surprise, but before he could say anything, he was called over backstage. 
It was show time. 

When we got on stage, it was almost as if there was no drive, no energy. 

Dave's vocals and his playing just sounded hard and angry; there was nothing musical about it like it usually is. 


Those magical moments that usually happen when we're all in sync didn't happen tonight. 


Sometimes one of us would miss an entrance or would come in too early. 


No one really moved much on the stage. | know that | just stayed on the opposite end of the stage from Dave 


and avoided looking at him. 
This show, by far, was the least phenomenal. 


As soon as the last note to the last song was played, | ran off the stage and packed to leave. | did not want to 


be here any longer. 

| saw Gar and Chris nearly stumble back into the dressing room. 
But | didn't see Dave. 

Good. 

He probably went to bang a groupie or get high in the back 

| didn't care. | certainly wasn't on his mind. 


| grabbed my stuff and left to find a bar. | needed a drink. 


Chapter 9 


Author's Notes: 

Hello, all! Thanks to everyone for reading up to this point. It really means a lot! Here\'s Chapter 4 of 10. Enjoy! 
) 

Mustaine's POV: 

That was shit. 

Fucking terrible. 

And it was my fault. 


What type of leader am |? 


This band is just a group of drunks and junkies. And | can't even make sure it doesn't interfere with our work. 


Especially Gar and Chris. 

And | can't even control my temper with those trying to help me. 
Like Junior. 

He was pissed at me, and | was equally pissed. 


Who the fuck is he that he can show up late and think that he doesn't have to answer to me? l'm the leader 
of this band! 


But that's what was wrong with the show. 

The chemistry of the band was completely thrown off. 

| couldn't do this without Junior; he was my anchor, the band's anchor. 
| needed to talk to him and end this shit. 


| can't blame Junior for being pissed at me. | ran away from him like a little kid would run from their visiting 


aunt with the mustache that's trying to kiss them. Or something like that. 


But | couldn't help it. Everything was happening way too fast for me. | hardly had time to settle and get an 


understanding of my feelings. 


But when | held him in my arms yesterday when he awoke from his nightmare, | felt a protective instinct 


come over me, and a warm fuzzy feeling filled my heart. 
And now | understand. 
| love Junior. 


And it was time to tell him. 


This would be different from anytime I've spoken to a girl and confessed my feelings. Saying that | loved Junior 
automatically put a label on me. I'm not sure if | was ready for that. 


| was ready for Junior, though. No doubt 

But the media, my colleagues, my friends, my family, the world- was | ready for them to all say | was gay? 
As far as l'm concerned, lm not; Im just in love. 

Whoa, whoa, in love? 

Good Lord. 


| packed my stuff up and told a tech to watch it with his life. Then, | threw on my jacket and headed for the 


nearest bar. 

| knew Junior would be there and, ha, | needed a drink myself. 

| entered this small bar that was a few blocks down from the stadium. Ireland always has good spots. 
When | first walked in, | noticed there was only a handful of people around, and then | spotted Junior. 
It was like he shone, like the diamond among the coal.. Okay, where did that come from? 


Junior was sitting at the far corner of the bar counter, fiddling with a bottle of Jack, and with his head leaning 


on one of his hands. 
He looked like he had been crying- again. 
| saw him crying earlier today, and | knew it was my fault, but | didn't know what to do. 


| really wanted to hold him, kiss him, and make him feel okay. But | knew that it would further confirm my 


feelings for him, and | wanted to establish our relationship on my terms. 
Wait, what? 

Relationship? 

Damn it, Dave. 


But even now, | felt the urge to cover Junior and protect him, kiss his little nose and run my hands through 


his hair, hold him close and promise him that | would never diss him the way | did today. 

Okay, Dave, here you go.. 

| walked over to the counter and took the seat next to Junior. | placed a hand on his back 

"| knew I'd find you here," | said with a small smile. 

At first, he looked startled. But then he looked back down at his drink, almost seeming disappointed 


| felt a little hurt, but | ignored it. | was in control of the situation right now and | was going to settle this 


once and for all. 
| needed my Junior, and | knew he needed me. 


"Hey, can | have a Jack too please?" | asked the bartender. He quickly fetched my drink. | thanked him and took 


a nice gulp. 

Well, here we go. 

Why was | so nervous? 

"So, how have you been, Junior?" 

Seriously? 

What type of question was that? 

He sniffed as if he were fighting back tears, and continued to look down at his drink. 
"Wouldn't you like to know?" he said in a low tone. 


Oh boy. 


He was very upset, and | needed to work through that. 

| placed my hand under his chin and softly lifted his head up. 
“Junior, please. Please look at me. Please give me a chance." 
Was | begging? 


His face turned even more red and he finally looked at me. His eyes were filled with pain, red and glassy. Damn, 


and | caused it. | felt my heart drop. 

"Junior, I'm sorry. | didn't mean to hurt you," | said 

His eyebrows wrinkled and he removed my hand from his face. 

"You know what, Dave? I'm sure you didn't. All you do is think about yourself and you don't care to notice 
what it does to other people in the process. It hurts, Dave, to have your feelings being put on a roller coaster, 
or played with like a fucking yo-yo. Do you know what it feels like to feel cared for, and then see the same 
person who pretended to care about you be all wrapped up with somebody else?" 

| was shocked. 


"Junior, | didn't pretend, |--" 


"Shut up, I'm talking. Do you know what its like to fall in love with your best friend and not be able to say 


anything? Do you know what it's like to have nightmares and never feel like you're good enough.” 
And then he broke down in tears, like a baby, in my lap 

My initial reaction would have been to put my guard up and get angry. 

But | didnt 


This warm feeling inside of me exploded and | could hardly move. Then | felt soft tears trickle down my face. | 
couldn't bear to see him this way. It ripped my spirit apart. | loved him so.. 


| placed my hands on his face and moved it gently so that he was facing me. 
He looked at me almost in shock. 
At this point, | was sobbing like a punk. 


To think of all I've been through in my life up to this point, then to see my Junior in his broken state- it was 


all too much. 

| tried to relax, and | wiped the tears off his face with my thumb. 

"Yes, babe. | understand more than you think I've been betrayed. I've been left behind, kicked out, abandoned. 
I've gone through the cycle of having everything to having nothing so many times, | can't even begin to count. 
No one has ever loved me for me. Ever. Everyone always wants something from me. | have my mom, but 
even she let me go as a kid. And | hardly get to see her. But you, Junior..you and | are together, almost as if 
we were destined. We have adventures and dreams together, and you are always by my side. You always care 
and protect me, when I'm too stupid to see myself. And | don't want to take you for granted, Junior. Now, | 
know that I've been an ass to you lately and have caused you a great deal of pain. And for that, | am truly 
sorry. | hope you can find it in your heart to forgive me. But | only acted that way because l-l..shit.." 

Damn it, | was on a roll! 

The tears were still falling down my face, but | was able to speak 

Junior looked at me with a sparkle in his eyes. He placed a hand on mine. 

"Because you what, Dave?" 

He looked so angelic in that moment. 

Go on, Dave. Finish what you've started. 


| took a shaky breath. | hate being nervous. 


"Because | was scared to admit my feelings before and | didn't know how to cope with them. But | realized that 
| would never be happy until | told the truth, Junior.” 


Here it goes. 

"And the truth is that | love you, Junior. And that | want to be with you." 
"W-What?" 

Junior looked stunned. 

| couldn't tell if he was glad to hear it or if he thought | had a lot of nerve. 
"That is.if y-you'll have me.." 


Suddenly, Junior's eyes lit up and he smiled so brightly, like a kid at a candy store. He then grabbed my face 


and kissed me gently yet passionately. | closed my eyes and kissed back, feeling his smile through the kiss. | let 
my tongue ask for entrance, and he let me in. His taste was so sweet and warm, just like his soft and loving 
heart. 

| pulled away then 

| needed to be sure of this. 

"Sois th-that a-a yes?" 

Why was | stuttering?! 

Junior laughed and pressed his hand against my cheek. | felt chill bumps up my arm when he touched me. 


"Yes, silly! Of course | love you, and yes, I'll have you. | will always have you." 


My heart fluttered when he said those words, and a huge cheesy grin came over my face. He wiped off the 


remaining tears from my face and pulled me in for a nice, long hug. 
| felt butterflies in my stomach. 
| had my Junior at last. 


We stood up from the bar stools and walked out hand in hand. We got a few stares, but they could all fuck 
off. | was with the person that made me happy, and that's all that mattered. 


We walked back to the hotel in the brisk night air, feeling free and happy. 


Chapter I0 
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D 

Ellefson's PONV.: 


| woke up with a pizza box at my feet, beer bottles at my head, and Dave's arm wrapped around me. We fell 


asleep together after pigging out and watching a movie wrapped in each other's arms. 

It was perfect. 

But | wanted to make each day more and more special 

We had a day off today, which meant that we didn't have a show, but would probably be rehearsing later. 


But that was fine. | decided | would do something nice and make breakfast with the makeshift kitchenette in our 


room. It wasn't much, but it was enough. 

| tried to get out of bed without waking Dave. 
He stirred a little, and latched onto my arm. 
"Youtre.always.mmph." he mumbled in his sleep. 
Dave's honestly so adorable. 


| kissed his forehead and gently moved his hand off of my arm. His body shifted slightly under the covers. | 
couldn't help but smile. 


| quickly threw on a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt with my Converse and left to find a small grocery store. | 


soon returned with a bag full of pancake mix, eggs, pre-packaged bacon, orange juice, and a few other items. 
| peeped in the bedroom door and saw that Dave was still sleeping, snoring softly. 
| began fixing breakfast. | wasn't perfect, but | knew enough from my mom. | managed to make a nice batch of 


pancakes without burning any. The scrambled eggs and the bacon were easy. | plated the food and poured the 
orange juice in glasses. Then | placed it all on trays with napkins, forks, knives, and a bottle of maple syrup. 


| carefully carried the trays into the bedroom to find Dave sitting up on the bed with a content smile in his 


face. 

"Good morning, sunshine," he said with a laugh. 

"Morning, Dave." 

"What'chu got there, kid?" 

"Breakfast. Ya hungry?" 

"You made this?" he asked as | brought the trays over. 

"Yes | did," | replied. 

He looked at it as if he would swallow it whole, and | laughed. 

"Aw, you didn't have to do this, babe," he said. 

"But | wanted to do something just for you," | said as | patted his face. 
He smiled, his soft cheeks bunching up and turning a light shade of red. 


"This is why | love you, Junior. You're always thinking about others and how to make them happy; always 
putting others before yourself," he said. 


| giggled and blushed, and looked down 

Then Dave gently lifted my head with his hand, and softly kissed my lips. 
It was a quick kiss, but enough to get my blood flowing. 

"You're amazing, never forget that.” 

| felt a million butterflies in my stomach. 

"Look who's all mushy this morning," | teased, making him giggle. 

"C'mon, let's eat before it gets cold" 

We ate our breakfast and spoke softly to each other. 


| enjoyed these sweet moments that we had. It was even more enjoyable now that he was mine and | was his. | 


was really proud of the way he confessed his feelings in the end. Dave always meant well, and even when he 


messed up, he would always find a way to fix it. He tried, and that's all | was asking for. 

We washed the dishes together with the small complimentary bottle of Joy next to the sink. Dishes are usually 
a drag, but it was fun with Dave as we splashed the warm soapy water at each other. We then put the dishes 
away and got ready to leave. 

We were going to do a little site-seeing before rehearsal. 

| dressed simply in this usual jeans, Megadeth t-shirt, leather jacket, and sneakers. 

Dave came out with a white shirt, black jeans, a long black trench coat, and black shoes. 

| smiled. 

"Looking fancy there, sir." 

| knew you'd like it, boy." 

"| didn't say all that." | teased. 

"You better. This shirt is itching me," he grunted. 

| laughed and helped him fix his collar. Then | kissed him on the cheek 


"You look very sexy with that coat on," | said with my lips still touching his face. 


"Is there anything underneath?" Dave smirked seductively and dug his hand into his pocket. | could tell that he 


was getting uncomfortable in his jeans. 


If we don't leave right now, there won't be," he said, as if in pain. | chuckled, and grabbed his hand as we 


walked out the door. 


As we walked, | took pictures of nearly everything we did and saw with my cheap camera. We walked past 
ancient sites and monuments, like the Boyne Palace and St. Patrick's Cathedral. We visited a nice little 
restaurant, which was kind of small but sophisticated, and then we went to the Guiness Storehouse for a nice 


drink 

Lastly, Dave took me to the Ring of Kerry. It was definitely the most beautiful thing I've ever seen, kind of like 
the back of a postcard. We stood in the middle of the road in the coastline, near the flowers that sprung on 
the fence in front of the water. 


Dave held both of my hands and looked me right in the eyes, his red hair blowing in the breeze, his green eyes 


sparkling in the sunlight. It was like one of those cliche moments in the movies, but it was still so special. We 
slowly began to kiss, and | felt like we were in another world. Time itself seemed to freeze, but everything 
about us at that moment fell into place. 

All of this time, I've loved Dave. And now | could be comforted by the fact that he loved me too. Sure, we 
didn't discuss what others would think, because it doesn't matter. Love's between two people, and these two 


people didn't give a damn- we were just in love. 


After what seemed like forever, we pulled away from the kiss. He pulled me close, wrapping his arm around 
my waist. | held his free hand and placed my head on his shoulder. He then placed his head on top of mine. 


This was such a perfect moment; | didn't want it to end. 
ERI RIK 
When we arrived at the stadium for rehearsal, Gar and Chris never showed up. 


And | was pretty sure Dave was about to kill someone. He got this black and animalistic look in his eyes, and he 


was shaking with anger. 


"Ive fucking had it with theml I'm trying my best to make this band successful and this is what | get in 


return! They're goma ruin me. They're gonna ruin us. They're gonna kill Megadeth.not unless | kill them first!" 
His voice boomed through the whole room so powerfully that | swore | felt the floor shake. Dave was so 
enraged and uncontrolled, that when he turned to charge after the two missing band members, he tripped 
over a broke mic stand and fell on his back. 

"FUCK!" he growled. 

| ran over to him and knelt down, grabbing his shoulders. 

"Dave! Stop it. Look at me." 


| knew that all | had to do was look into those eyes of his and he would immediately calm down. 


And sure enough, he did. | helped him sit up, and rubbed his back. He began taking deep breaths to regain his 


composure. Then he started staring at me. 
" Dave?" 


He wrapped his arms around my neck and pulled me in for a hug. 


"Shh.it's okay, babe," | said. 


| knew that he was slightly embarrassed. 
"We can't keep doing this,” he said. 

| realized he meant Gar and Chris. 

"| know." 

"It needs to end soon" 


"| know." 


Then | helped him stand up and kissed his forehead. He grabbed my hand and we began to walk back to the 


hotel. 


When we got to the room, Dave just plopped onto the bed. | laughed to myself and shook my head. | grabbed a 


case of beers from the fridge and trudged it to the bedroom. Hey, nothing wrong with a little pick-me-up, 


right? 


| slammed the case on a small table next to the bed, then went over to Dave. | rolled his body over so that | 


could see his face. 

"You're going to sleep already?" | said with a mock pout face. 

"And fully dressed?" 

Dave's eyes had a lustful look and his face had a seductive smirk. 

"Undress me," he demanded. 

| was already turned on 

| started with his shoes and socks, and then struggled to rip off his huge coat. 
Dave chuckled with a knowing grin. 

"A little too big for you, yeah?" 

"Not as big as some other things, l'm sure.” 


‘I'm sure you'd like to find out." 


| pulled his pants off, revealing his bulge through his boxers. 
"Maybe you should let me know." 


As | went to pull his shirt over his head, he grabbed me and slammed me down on the bed, then crawled on 


top of me. 

He kissed me aggressively while he ripped my clothes off. 

We were both only in our underwear in a matter of seconds. 

Then Dave pulled away and asked, "You still got that syrup from this morning?" 
A huge grin came over my face. 

| got up quickly to get it and Dave smacked my ass. 

| ran to the kitchenette and grabbed the bottle off of the counter. 

| pranced back into the bed to see that Dave had already downed two beers. 


He was opening a third one and offered it to me. | opened my mouth and allowed him to pour it down my 


throat. 
He spoke with each drop: “Suck Me. Now. Junior" 
Then he gulped down the rest of it 

| shook my head. | was going to do this my way. 


| pulled Dave's boxers off and threw them to the floor. Dave started breathing loud and dramatically. | loved to 
get him worked up. 


| took the bottle of syrup and slowly let it drip in a line onto Dave, holding it high above him. 
"Open your mouth," | commanded, and he obeyed, taking it all down. 

| then began to make a trail down his neck, chest, and stomach. 

Then | took the bottle of syrup and removed the cap, and poured a huge mess of it in my hand. 


| grabbed Dave's member and slowly began to stroke it while covering it with the syrup. Dave began to moan 


softly, and | felt myself growing hard. 


| abruptly stopped and Dave's eyes opened wide. 

‘lm about to go down on you," | said seductively. 

Dave whimpered, and | smirked. 

| began to lick up the syrup starting at his chest, biting his nipple in the process. 
Dave's moaning increased in volume, so | knew | was doing something right. 

| kept creeping down his stomach while holding onto his sides. 

"Fuck.oh, Junior, that feels so good," he said, panting vigorously. 


| then held onto his hips and began to take in his enlarged extremity, sucking on the tip softly, but with enough 


pressure to hear him groan 

"Oh baby, you taste so good." 

| began to suck harder, and swirled my tongue around his circumference in the process. 
The taste of his pre-cum and the syrup was so sweet on my Tongue. 

| grabbed onto his sack, and he squealed. 

‘Oh, Junior!" 

| pulled him in and out, in and out, in and out, going faster and faster. 

His hips moved, matching my rhythm. 

| bit down on him softly and heard him scream. The noises he made only caused me to go faster. 
"Aim, baby, I'm gonna shoot this down your throat!" 

His voice was already getting raspy. 

‘C'mon baby, | wanna taste you!" 

With that, his pearly white come shot down my throat, tasting sweet and salty all at once. 


"Mmm..good boy," | said, licking the syrup and cum from my lips. 


Dave had a devilish grin when | looked up at him. He held out his hands to pull me up next to him, so | took 


them and followed. He then laid on top of me and kissed me dramatically. 


"Mmm..l taste good," he said. | laughed at him, running my hands up and down his back. He ruffled my hair and 
gently kiss my nose. 


"You're amazing, you know that?" he said. 

| felt butterflies in my stomach as he said those words to me, and | stared into his beautiful hazel-colored 
eyes. They were calm, yet like excited capsules, they captivated my attention and | felt like they were a 
channel we used to read each other's souls. 

"You're so damn beautiful and sexy and caring and smart and sweet and.perfect," he continued. 


"You're more than what anyone could ask for, and | love you.” 


My heart warmed up and felt as if it might explode. The sincerity of his tone, his words, an in his eyes 


comforted me and let me know that there was no more to be said. 

"| love you too, Dave." 

We kissed again, and then cuddled under the covers. 

The truth was that | finally had all and more than | could ask for: | was pursuing my career as a musician, | 
was traveling to places that I'd never thought I'd go and meeting people I'd never thought I'd meet, and above 
all, | found love. 

My sweet Dave. 


He may not be perfect, as nobody is perfect, but he's all that I've ever wanted, and all that | need. 


In my boyfriend's arms, | knew that the feeling that I've had since the beginning was foreshadowing the 


greatness to come that I'm only starting to partake in 
He's mine, and l'm his. 


| smiled at the thought as Dave and | drifted off to sleep, wrapped in each other's arms. 


